
OLD INDIAN CUSTOMS 



f*<£ L C%, * ND °5PEEYS, CAUSHT 45 REDSUNSS 

AND TRAINED MUCH 1KB FALCONS, OFTEN HELPED 
THE INDIAN WITH HIS FISHIN6 AND SMALL 6AME 
HUNTIN&. 





TO COOK WILD FOWL THE 
BiED WAS REST CLEANED 
BUT NOT PLUCKED. THE 
FEATHERS WEEE COATED WITH 
MUD, AND THE FOWL PLACED 
IN A PREHEATED HOLE, THEN 
COVERED WITH HOT STONES 
WHEN COOKED, THE FEATHERS 
CAME OFF EASILW WITH THE 
MAED CLAN. 



L 




THE FAVORITE FOOD AMON& THE BUFFALO HUNTEE5 
OF THE ©PEAT- PLAINS WAS RAW WDNEVS AND BRAINS*^ 
FEOM A FRESHLY KILLED BUFFALO. 
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NO USE 5AYING A0IO5 TO THOSE 
.5MSET- THEY WOULDN'T ANSWER. NOW, 
' LETS. VAMOOSE OUT OF HERE ' 




SOSRY, SHERIFF, WHEN 
WE CATCH THE REM 
KILLER, »UU BE 
SSATEFtt TO gsf 



SET 'EM TIED, B0V5, THEN WEtL TAKE THE /' ' 
MASK OFF AND SEE THI5 MAN 1 ! ="-■' w_^/ 




A 5V0DEN 5K5N FROM THE LON 
THSCW5 KIM5ELF IN F»NT C 



NEVER MIND THE BUNFUV, SHERIFF.' I 
WANT THAT BROKEN SPUR ' 
FROM NOW 

on, we Will 

DO THE, 

work; , 




ME MOTSAWY? WHY YOU TUP, 5ILVER. 
STAKE ATOM WATERFALL? * 




DROP YOUR SUSS OR ")/' WE'RE STOPPED-^ TVFN 




. \ ^ MEANWHILE, BROKEN BRAMHS 
v \ WK TOE COURSE OF THE 
V ,r»|F CANSEB'S FALL 





1 yOU CANT DO ) /-MURDER'S 1 

> THIS. IT'S ,J PART 0' < 

\ MURDER/ / / MY ] 

V^_ vr -^ I BUSINESS, \ 

V I JUMP' J 




mi* ujifk not injikeb.' i ga look 

LETS SET THESE PEOPLE «8r WHAT 
°UTOFHKE', e JXL««i COME' 




- THE LOHk RMGEK IS KNOCKED FROM TH£ CM, 





C I-1UJASAFOQL.U'N$EE.ITNOW.' , 

\ UJtDOUBLt-CROSStDTHLPIO- 

/ NEfcRSFORTHECASHTWRTUJftS 

\ ONTWISTRAW.'THE.RfcDSWNSHftVE « 

7 PltNTYOFGUNPOWDtRITHEY— 

I THEY 60T THE CANNON NOW--- 
* THEY'RE GOlN'TOTAKtOVtR — 




1m /mats am swe op rum success in orr/scx- 

tW7M£FQ{lT, 



CROOKS WILL TAKE YOt! TO' 
TJJENEXTTOUJNJTWERes 
NOTHING MORE WE CAN ' 
OOHERE/TOWTOAMOI 
MUST TRY AND WARN 
THETR0Q7S f ~ 



[WHEN YOUSE n» 

fCHANCE.STRRNSER, 
/ COIYIETOTOWNSO 
\rviA6eiEANDrcflM 
V s »0UJ OUR 
/"APPRECIATION.' 
O'0UCfETM/.|!.v ■;.!..,;.„ 
^ _t n " p UVES( 





T I THOSE RttiSKIMSHAVt \ V AL 
t CANNON.' Wfc CAN'T.' iWlG 
\ V COMBAT THEM.SIB.!; » ^->\i LR5T lYIAN/T^ 



/" AILUJE.CANDQ15 \ 
WlGUT.'FIGKTTOTHEj' 
— MftK.'KS 




f THE RED DEVILS NOT ) / AND THEY KNOW J 
J ONLY HAVE CANNON, . I LUE HAVEN'T r- 

ri FfLLTHt BRLLI. .^^i?^T-<MMC*ni 




i0^« THE GAUNTLET 




Five hundred pounding hoofs flung 
up a cloud of desert dust to greet the 
red dawn. On the flanks of the bunch 
rode Little Man and Buffalo Calf- 
weary, hungry, and proud. Hours ago 
they had cheated death at the hands 
of the cruel Comanches. Now they were 
running north with more than a hun- 
dred of their enemies' stock. This 
bunch of horses meant wealth for the 
Navajo boys— if they could keep it! 

If they could stay ahead of the 
Comanche riders who must already be 
hot on their trail! If they could keep 
their cavy together through the burn- 
ing desert and the broken mountain 
passes — across deep dry wash and 
flooding river! If they could win home 
into the Navajo conyons where enemies 
dared not follow! 

Even at the certain risk of their lives, 
it was worth a try- Not once during the 
day did boys or horses stop for water — 
or for a mouthful of food. The only 
pause was to butcher a colt that had 
broken its leg in a prairie dog hole. 
Little Man had tied a chunk of the fresh 
meat to his pony and ridden on. 

That night, tired as the horses were, 
it was hard to keep them from bolting 



in search of water. A few of them lay 
down. A few snatched mouthfuls of dry 
grass. Most of them moved restlessly, 
Snorting and sniffing the air, which 
promised rain. 

The rain came without wind or light- 
ning. Little Man, sleeping his turn on 
the dusty ground, with his pony's tether 
rope tied to his wrist, felt the patter of 
cooling drops on his skin. Then, with- 
out further warning, came the real 
downpour ! I n a few momen ts, the 
horses were sucking up water from rain 
puddles. The Navajo boys caught rain 
in their cupped hands and drank from 
them. And oil in a darkness so thick, 
that there was no such thing as sight! 

Before daylight, the rain clouds 
passed. Little Man and Buffalo Calf 
could see enough now, to round up 
their horse herd. Refreshed and 
rested, they made good time. They had 
to! Not even washed-cuf tracks could 
keep the Comanches from following 
them. 

Dawn glinted from a bright streak on 
the desert floor. 

"The river!" cried Buffalo Calf, join- 
ing his older friend. "See ! The rain last 
night has filled it, bank to bonk. We'll 



never get our horses across until it goes 

"That would be too late," replied 
Little Man grimly. "The river will be 
kinder thah the Comanches. We shall 
cross it or drown, Buffalo Calf . . . Don't 
let the ponies break away when they 
reach the edge." 

The ponies did not break. Stilt 
thirsty after their long run, they 
crowded to plunge their muzzles into 
the yellow stream. Little Man took time 
out to gallop to a little bluff and scan 
their back trail. At first he saw no sign 
of life; but as he watched, a dozen tiny 
specks topped a distant rise. Only for 
an instant were they visible, yet, in that 
instant, Little Man recognized them: 
Comanches! They were clinging to the 
horse trail with the bloodth'irsty pur- 
pose of a wolf pack." In half an hour 
they would arrive ! 

Little Man signaled the news to 
Buffalo Calf as he galloped to the reor 
of the cavy. The younger boy rode yell- 
ing at the ponies' rear. Snort — splash 
— squeal — and the bunch was into the 
river current. 

Swift water began to turn them 
downstream, but Little Man had fore- 
seen that. Swimming his horse up- 
stream toward them, he let off a series 
of bloodcurdling whoops. He splashed 
water. He fought the head of the pony 



herd back into the cross-stream course. 

Three times the boy turned his wiry 
mount back to straighten out the swim- 
ming cavy. The pony's strength was 
failing. Little Man felt it. He waited 
until another horse swam close — then 
changed mounts in midstream. A quick 
loop of his rope around the second 
pony's nose, and he was "bridled." In 
ten minutes, the lost of the cavy was 
across, with Buffalo Calf whooping at 
their rear. 

Ahead rose the blue-gray mountains 
that bordered Navajo Land. Behind 
came the Comanches, and death. The 
boys could escape now — by abandon- 
ing all but a few of their captured 
ponies. But their dander was up. They 
had risked too much to quit. They drove 
the cavy at top speed, reckless of 
gullies, rocks and holes. 

As the miles spun behind under those 
racing hoofs, the cavy grew a little 
smaller. Old horses and weak ones fail- 
ed to jump oil the dry washes. A few 
lagged or broke oway and there was no 
time to chose them back into the 
bunch. But a full hundred fast, tough 
broncos thundered on. 

The blue mountains changed to pur- 
ple, to brown, to red and yellow and 
gray, all mixed. A canyon mouth 
opened in the looming wall of foothills. 
Reeling with weariness, Little Man 





glanced back. The Comanches' horses 
were tired, too. They could not gain 
fast. But their dust cloud was now only 
a mile to the rear. Like gray wolves, 
they would not give up. Not until their 
mounts died under them! 

Little Man and Buffalo Calf would 
not give up, either. They flanked their 
little herd, guiding it into the canyon's 
mouth. For half a mile the tiny valley 
stretched clear before them. 

Then, around a bend, Little'Man saw 
mounted Indians. Some of them were 
halting where the canyon pinched in to 
a narrow bottleneck. Others were gal- 
loping to encircle the boys' cavy. They 
were stringing their short bows, fitting 
arrows to the strings. 

"Apaches!" yelled Buffalo Calf. 
"We'll have to run for it — " 

"NO!" Little Man screamed, above 
the drumming of hoofs and whoops of 
their new enemies. "Drive straight 
through the canyon! Drive!" 

Little Man laid an arrow to his bow- 
string — and loosed it with a weak cast. 
The stone head barely pricked a bronco 
in the close packed cavy. But the prick 
was enough. Squealing, the little beast 
spread his fright to the others. The 
drive became a stampede that nothing 
could stop. 

And now Apache arrows were flying. 
One of them grazed Little Mans ribs. 



He slipped to the far side of his bronco, 
clinging to mane and surcingle. Just in 
time, Buffalo Calf followed suit ... No 
— not quite in time to escape on arrow 
through the skin of his leg! 

All at once, the canyon walls closed 
in upon them. The Apaches knowing 
they could not hold the bottleneck, had 
leaped to precarious perches on the 
walls. Now they rained down arrows 
and tomahawks at the Navajo young- 
sters, "running the gauntlet! 

But their aim was poor, in the dust 
and speed of plunging horses., Five or 
six ponies were struck — One went 
down. Sweating, dusty flanks jammed 
closer, forcing Little Man and Buffalo 
Calf to the backs of their mounts . . . 

Then the danger was past The 
ponies seemed to know it. At any rate, 
they slowed their wild pace. And far 
behind sounded a few rifleshots. 

Little Man grinned, through the dust 
that caked his lips. 

"Comanches ran into Apache ar- 
rows !" he shouted to his friend. 
'They'll have no time to chase us now, 
Buffalo Coif." 

'They would not dare to, anyway," 
laughed the younger boy. "We are close 
to our home canyon. You have done 
what you promised to do. From now on, 
your name will be LITTLE-MAN- 
BRING! NG-MAN Y-HORSES-HOME !" 




[ THERE'S NO SIGN OF HIM ^—^Q^ 

BELOW- I'LL CLIMB UP THERE^M 
1 WHERE THE DAKOTAS AMBUSHED lB 
^ US THIS MORNING f __>i^^3 
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TUTTLE BUCK IS THE ONE WHO\< 

r IS LUCKY! i'lutrytoset yi 

I HIM FREE WHEN THEY'RE JLW 
fcAU. ASLEEP '. ^*erMKE 
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Late that day. the flame of hope flickers low 
onthe h earth of l ittle- buck's home. . . 

O-O-Oh' WO-0'0-£E.' ▼THERE !S STILL HOPE," 
MYVTTLE BOY, MY LITTLE )OWL WOMAN f MY SON, 
BUCK, IS NO MORE. WOO- . VfOuNG HAWK.HAS NOT . 
THE OAKOTAS KILLED JMfct*rr*Ji REtuRhED, 

v4 
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